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And with propitious beams dispel the storm; 


" PROLOGUE. 


* 


\ 
j 


SPOKEN BY MARALL. 


IN former times the prologue, we are told, 
Would all the mystery of the plot unfold ; 
But modern poets, wiser far than they, 
With care conceal the plot of every play: 

So close and long they licep it—cunning elves ! 


You'd almost swear twas hidden from themselves. 


ust so our Bard; as sly, withholds the clue, 

And leaves it all to fortune and to you. 

If plot you find, he hopes you will not scout it; 

If none you find, he hopes you'll do without it. | 

From life he draws.—“ From life!“ I hear you say; 

© What argues then the title of his play ? N AN 
He sure who liv'd before the flood will find 
All strange to him—as he to all mankind.” 

But wherefore should our belles create surprize, 
Because their nameless beauties meet his eyes, 

When he must oft have seen (I vow, no jest!) 
Our mother Eve een full as little dress' d? 

Then for our beaux, (tho' he's of aneient date) : 
Their hair all cropt, down hanging, lank and straight: 


— oe 


To me they look; for all the world, as good, 

As if with him they'd risen from the flood. | 

1 [ Males a motion as if coming out of the abater. ] 
Their language too, peculiar to their sect, | 

In odd, —quaint—all-tongued—no tongued phrases deckt. 

To understand—tho? we may not be able, 


He's us'd to it—for he has been at Babel. 


A truce to jokes 1— for after all *tis true, 
He has o'erleapt the baunds which Nature drew; 
Yet seek the real cause, and *twill appease you; 
Think that his only motive was to please you. 
Thus mann'd his little bark, equipt, with glee 
Hope rules the helm, and pushes out to sea. „ 
J0 Pitt.) Should the dread winds from yonder caverns burst, 
rive hissing thro* his shrouds a furious gust 
In vain fair Hope her anchor cast below, 
For down—to Day's locker—he must go. 
LInploring Galleries.) But should the Gods assume a milder 
form, : 
He'll croud all sail—each grateful breeze he Il court 
Huzza !--and sail triumphant into port. 
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5 Men. 
| Sin SoLOMON SWALLOW, Mr. Suett, be [ 
3 MaJorR ATALL, © Mr. Bannister, Jun, 
| CarTAIN MaArait, - Mr. R. Palmer. 
Torr, nie iy Mr, Wathen. 
Y : | Coo c «= -= Mr. Hollingsworth,  ' 
1 Pon renn. Mr. Phillimore. 
1 | Servants, : - Messrs, Webb and Evans, 
| | Women. | 

F LADY SwaLLow, - + Miss Pope, 

| CAMILLA, _ = Miss de Camp. 
Lia, e, ˙ A Os 


PO OY Won Miss Tids well. 
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3 5 ACT 1. SCENE IJ. 


A Hal! in Sir Scha House. Tory: and 


Coox d . with a1 ankard of Porter. 


10 BY. 


'TruE, as you live, Mr. 6 aki 
cunnundrums for the Magazines every day in 


the week, and songs for the ane Poor on 
Sundays. 


| tho: 7 

So. I 8 Toby: but she's 8 a . 
soul, for all her whims; and has some, sense, 
for all her n. So, here's ce health. 


(Drinks. 


| TOoBV. 8 
An here's Miss Camilla's health, with all 
my heart! L Drinks. ] Her's a kind-natur'd crea- 
ture, that's certain; but you doan't know all 


you doan't indeed 'i tell you a secret. Her 
sent me last week to the Printer, and egad, you 
mun know, I open'd the note. What do you 


think was in it? Why, there was somewhat 


about proof and copy—and an M and an La 
big M and a big J. 1 hope no treason ; but 
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8 
hes a8 5 W — 5 ® 771 with 


airing Mr. T Type Would . NE Devil to her 
immediately-- - 9 


* 


cock. 
The devil She did 1 
 TOBY. 
Oht I-stqod all of a flutter and says I to 
1yaeif. tho? great folks may have the privilege 
of receiving visits from Ofd Nick, Toby Grig 
will not be a go-between between Satan and the 


best of un Wasn't I right, Mester Cook ? 


COOK, 
"—_ as this hand, Toby. 
FDD by 

Look at this for a 17 arcel—{Shews a 3 of 
papers.) These are all for the eee Poets, 
Printers, and Newspapers. I have all these to 
deliver before re (9p enen to make YT 
lad in a AEST 5 
COOK. 285 

Never fret, honest Toby ! for "= are all 
your plagues to mine ? In vain 1 may fry, and 
ste w, and roast, and boil—there' s no pleasing 
her Aunt, Lady Swallow; ever since she began 
to paint her great historical picture of our late 
great naval action there" S NO 0 Jeng her, do 
ane dene „ = — 

That's main end! tho'; 2 that's the very 
dung ow ye every” body else into A hu- 
mour. R 


4 


i cook. | 

Eras 4 her 120 es! She had me to Ap 
her last week for Hannibal—yes, it was Han- 
nibal—s0 I think Miss Camilla told me- and 


_ A'COMEDY, . 
Fl . 8 PTY" — 


— ⁰ AMES ts, a 4-6 


there v was by for three hu stuck on the Alps, 
with a truntchenn in my right hand; and a 
8winging vinegar orvet in my left! Oh, it's a 
strange family we live in, Toby! There is Miss 
Camilla, the Heiress, mad with Romances ; 

MizsLydia, her Cousin, and our Master's dauph- 
ter, madly in love with Major Atall; Mistress, 

mad with painting; you and I mind with too 


mueh werk; and Master, faith, maddest of all 
in his Way. | 


ToBY. | 

I tell you a gecret, Mr. Cook : 1 doubt Sir | 
Selene is main jeatous at times. 
COOK. 5 

Oh! he” 8 was with jealousy besides. But the 
madirèess E mean, is his resolution to marry his 


daughter, Miss Lydia, to the oldest lover he 
can get In 


* 


ToBv. 
Ves, that's rare and comical. But I guess, 
by what I ha seen, Miss bean't of his mind. 
Cook. 
NoI don't think he'll impose on Miss easily. 
Tho', Toby, you mayn't know, perhaps, that 
our — ts — as en imp on as a 
TOBY. 
So I ha” heard; but forgive a fool's caution, 
my belief is, he often pretends to be Mm 
hey When he is not. | 
Enter Susan, Wirb u Layman on ber back. 
r 
Zounds, Toby, What have we here? Why, 


Susan, who the devil:is this limber men 
Jou are s0 fond of? 


1 
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„SDA. 
"Lord; Mr. Cook, it's the date eure of my 


Lady's paihting-room. She has ordered me to 
lay by all this finery, and dress him for her 
great naval picture. ( Toby. moves the Layman's 

arms and bead. Oh, bless you, he'll move every 

limb of him like any live Christian CR: 


cock. 
Will he? Take care, Susan, how you are too 


familiar with him. 


SU SAN. 


[Going with tht Layman.” Lord helpyou! should 


be sorry you were all as well behaved as he is! 
(Exit with Ln. Bell rings. 
: Coco. 
Quick, Suzan! zounds! that's my Lady. 
Tov. 
No, that now's Miss Camilla's bell! Lad! 


lud! one can never have a little quiet talk! 


00K, 


| Good bye, Toby. Exit. Bell rings. 


. TOBY.. 
Well, well, of all the damn'd inventions to 


3 plague Jour: servants, I do think bells be the 
- wickedest. Exit. Bell rings. 


ee — —— 


a. £.* SCENE 1. 


4 Picture Gallery. Lady e duicoverad 


painting, and Sir Soros Og for his pic- 


fure. ; 


Do, Sir Solomon, 1 pray you, raise your head 
a little more a little more—that will do! 


1 
9 

z 
15 


# 


A COMEDY. 


_ SOLOMON, 


| Zounds, my Lady, I shall sprain my neck 1 
LADY SWALLOW. | 
Now a little more to the right—now a small 
matter to the left—your eyes up, Sir Solomon 
— your chin in. 


? 0 


SR SOLOMON, 

Sblood, my Lady, you want me to put my 
face up and down, right and left, front and pro- 
— all at once! 

LADY SWALLOW. 

Sir, I'll not paint another muscle, I'm de- 
termined. This is always the way. You may 
get up, Sir, when you please I'll not paint 
another wrinkle, thou restless Adonis! — Well, 
nere is Lydia? 

SIR SOLOMON, 

Before you so kindly put me in the pillory, 
my love, Lydia was the subject on which I came 
to consult you: - for, you remember, the last 


treaty between us stands thus—I am to indulge 


you, to the utmost extent, in your love of the 
Fine Arts ; and you give up to me to have the 


whole controul in procuring a husband for our 


girl and my niece. 
LADY SWALLOW. 
Certainly, Sir Solomon, that is the basis of our 
negotiation, tho I deny t that it was the Status 
quo ante bellum. 


SIR SOLOMON, 

But it was a concession 1 wrung from you by 
force of argument, my Lady. And now, not a 
man shall enter my doors, as the lover of Lydia, 
Whose life is worth three years purchase. One 
B 
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foot in my house, and one in the grave, that 
shall be my rule. 


LADY SWALLOW, 

But will Lydia respect your rules? No, were 
she ever so much inclined, her romantic Cou- 
sin would prevent her; and I doubt, Atall's 
friend, that Hibernian Captain Marall, was 
making fast way to Miss Camilla's affections, 


when, at my desire, you forbade him the house. 


SIR SOLOMON. 


She little r my motive for that.— 
Aside. Oh ! that fellow presumed on the 


accident of bis father's having made the fortune 
of ber's. 


LADY SWALLOW. | 
Well, Sir Solomon, my fancy is, that you 
will be the dupe of your credulity, before you're 
a gainer by your cunning. FE reunt Severally. 


15 . 5 i = 88 f 1 
* * 


SCENE III. 


Camilla's Apartment at Sir Solomon's. Enter 


CAMILLA, Meeting Tokx. 


CAMILLA. 
wel, Toby, have you seen the eie ? 
TOBY, 
4 left him fixing the ladder from Mrs. Com- 
es s leads against our back-wall. Three 
steps over the balcony top, with a swing by the 


spout, and he's in at Your window. 


3 3 A COMEDY : 5 11 


if 


CAMILLA. 
A ladder, a balcony, and a swing by aspout | 


Well, these are incidents, to be sure; but not 
ne uu. 
; TOBY. 
4. "Now, truly, I think it new endung to prefer 
getting into a house by a ladder and the win- 
dow, when the street-door was wide open. 
MakaLL, at the window. 
__- MARALL. 
My angel! is all clear? 
CAMILLA. 
Yes; come in — Run, Toby, and secure the 
ladder. [Exit Toby. Mar. gets in at the nn. | 
4 MARALL. . 
See what I risk for you! 
CAMILLA. 
Pho! I think it nothing to sneak in at the win- 
dow, by the old clumsy boarding-school trick 
of a ladder. You don't call that a new inci- 
dent, do you * 
MARALL 
Pretty thanks for risking my neck! 
- PAMILLA. 

Why, didn't you promise me the next time 
you came, to float in at night by means of a 
balloon ? 

MAR ALL. 

Come, come, Camilla, forgive me this time 
for not breaking my neck, and I'll do some- 
thing better the next. | 

CAMILL A. 
But if I forgive, as Tristram Shandy says 


Did you ever read Tristram Shandy, Captain 
Marall ? 
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MARALL. 
To be sure I didn't Ob, yes,—and sobb'd, 


and sigh'd, and cry'd, pon my honour, by the 
hour. Who can think of poor Le Fevre, and not 
weep? Who can think of poor Maria, and not 


shed tears? And who can think of the dear 
sweet little Fille-de-Chambre, and not kiss a 


pretty girl if she is near? (N ber. 
CAMILLA. 
How dare you, Sir, be so presuming ? 
MARALL. 


Now my dear intelligent Camilla, if you will 
only manage the matter between your Cousin 
and Atall, and leave the care of yourself to me, 


it will, d'ye see, be monstrously delightful. By 


the bye, he is now to see Lydia again. 
CAMILLA. 
Yes, if he has followed the plan I settled for 


him. He has sent of course his compliments 


to my Aunt, wanting to see her Gallery of Pic- 
tures. Remember he is to be an Amateur and 
a Foreigner: rely on it, he will be asked often 
to the house in the absence of my Uncle. But 
as to marriage, every thing is in the father's 
power ; and whether it be madness, whim, or 


craft, he will never r marry her, except to an old 5 


man. 
MARALL. 


A pretty = truly, for a young r fellow 


"who bas nothing to recommend him but his 


youth and vivacity ! 
CaAILLA. „ 
Our hope must be in my Uncle's monstrous 


" ER 


vredulity Somebody approaches. 


jo La 
SOS, 


A COMEDY. EE 4 


a. as. AY 2 1 * » 


MARALL. 


I will away, my charmer, and my friend 
and I in every particular will obey your direc- 
tions. 59 . C Evens. 


SCENE N. 


The Painting -Room at Sir SOLOMON! 8s. A Lay 
Figure dressed as a Sailor. An Historical Pi 
ture in view, Enter CAMILLA and LYDla. 


CAMILLA. 

Pray look at her apparatus; the 'thiiks of 
nothing now but her great Historical Picture 
of Jervis's glorious Victory. It is to be the com- 
panion of Howe's First of June, and this sailor's 
figure introduced in the groupe. 

LYDIA. 


Yes—you know a common sailor saved my 
Cousin Edward, who was blown overboard. 
But, my dear friend, if I were disposed to quit 
my father's house, we are so watch'd, and the 
servants are so vigilant, | despair, let Mr. Atall 
disguise himself ever so, of deceiving them. 

CAMILLA. 

I have a plan in view, if every thing else. 
fails, that must succeed. My dear Marall in- 
tends inserting in the Newspaper, that the 
old rich Wandering Jew is arrived in town, 
of whom you have heard your mother speak so 
often; and on your father's credulity we ean- 


not fail i imposing Atall as the Antideluvian, if 
we Please. 


rr een. un 408. 
On 
— — 
—— — 
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| LYDIA. 
My father certainly is the easiest man on 


earth to be imposed upon ; but it does not be- 
come me to join in the imposture. 


CAMILLA. 

Become you to do 80!—No—no more it 
would, if Atall, like his friend, my lover, was 
not a man of honour, and a charming man! 
Is he not a lovely fellow ? 


LYDIA. 
I Wk, Camilla, he is well enough. 
= RIA. 


Well enough! Well—that's too bad—Oh, 
dear! Why don't you read novels and ro- 
mances, to instruc you how to express your- 


self with fervour towards your lover? 


LYDIA. 
But I shall offend my father if I refuse his 
choice. 
CAMILLA. 5 
Offend a fiddlestick! Don't tell me of offend- 
ing — Oh, dear !—Oh, dear ! [ Cries. 
__ LYDIA. 5 
Why PE you weep, Camilla ? 
CALA. 
Because - because] have no father nor mo- 
ther to offend ! [ Sobs.] Oh—if I had !— 
LYDIA. 
What would you do? 
CAMILLA. 
Follow my own whim, to be sure —ecod, that 
I would | Now I will ask you, did you ever see 
a heroine yet that did not fly in the face of her 


friends, encounter a thousand niiserable vicis- 


situdes of life, and at last have the supreme 


. COMEDY. 3 


happiness of ding wretched ? | { Knock, at door. 
Oh, dear! I hope your father is from home 
I am all of a flutter. © Knock again.” One-—two 
—three—this is your lover, Mr. Atall, as I live! 


I hope your mother is apprized that he is come 
to viey the Gallery? 


Enter Tor. 


TOBY. | 
My 1 here's the prodigious "WIE 
Count, with the unspeakable long name. [ Exit. 
CAMILLA. 5 

You see, my dear Lydia, he 1 is disguised as 1 

told you. ; h 
LYDIA, 

Sol perceive, Camilla, 

CAMILLA. | 

He is to pass on your mother, you know, for 
an Italian Connoisseur. 

ATALL. 

[ Speaking bebind.] Oui, Signor, tell your La- 
dy that the Count Gran Contrasto del Camera 
Obscura . Enter, disguised as an Italian Count 
Dearest Lydia, I hope you will excuse this dis- 
guise, which your friend Camilla has induced 
me to assume ;. and harder still, I am to pre- 
tend to a great knowledge of the Arts. It is 
an innocent device, however, to impose on your 
mother, and so to gain an access, which by fairer 
means I am. debarr'd. 
LxDIA. . | 
As innocent as deceit can be. . Mr. Atall, 
pre you perfect in your * % 


— 


— 


% a * 
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bg —_— LITE. ET» LA "wy 


—_ 1 
Oh! l'm only to admire her science and her 
Collection, and not to understand or speak a 
, word of plain English. 
LYDIA. 


„ 


very right: but you must _ the Wer to 


her besides—that's the homage she thinks her 
accomplishments peculiarly demand. 
CAMILLA. 


Excellent! This will be an incident, come 


what will of it. Well, Toby, what brings you? 


Enter Tosr. 


many; 
Only Sir Solomon is on the stairs. [ Exit. 
ana 
The devil! 
CAMILLA. 


Another incident !—Perhaps a discovery 


scene! But what shall we do? What Shall we 


do? 
ATALL. 
What the plague shall I do? 
Wes ©: 3 


Oh, we Shall both be bel d up without . 
drink, or sleep. 
CAMILLA. 
Worse still—without pen, ink, or paper. 
ATALI. | 
Zounds ! I wish you could lock me up some- 
where— like a little romance on paper well 
ned; but damn these practical incidents. 
©» SIR SOLOMON. 
Cub Lydia, are you above? 


| IIIA. 
Yes, Sir—0 lad What bal we 96 7 
ATALE. 


ls there no o closet, no chimneys no chest to 
hide me in? , 
N eil. 

No- Hothiug: und if you attempt to make 
your escape, and he sces you, it * be ten 
tnouand times worse. 6 

|  ATAEL. 

- Shall juwp ont at the Window 5 

| ii Is 
Oh, no—you would break your neck; 
. 
That indeed would be an incident Oh, dear 


1 hear his foct— 1 have it— Here, here, Mr. 


Atall, my Aunt has dress'd up this Lay- Figurez 


as she wants to introduce & wounded sailor in 
the Historieal Picture she is painting of the me- 


morable 14th of F ebruary. 
LYDIA. 


That will do, and if my father should come, 


you must say you came to sit to my mother. 
ATAEL. 7-4 
aur; well, on with them. [Takes of coat and 


« 


wig, and 2 up the Jacket] e there 


18 but one sleeve! 


* 


LYDIA. 


The portrait is to | be "—_ with | but one 
arm. 


So- on with the pe » firt—$0==tiow the 
cap—the” eee W ay: 


will do. 
c 
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Lydia and Camilla assist him to dress, and bide 
bis other cloaths behind the pictures. 
CAMILLA. 
Here he comes. 


Enter Sir Sor Ox. 


SIR SOLOMON. - 


* Ta who in the name of 22 
ence have we got here ? . 


LYDIA. 
My Cousin will tell you who. it is, I am ou 


just come into the Gallery. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

Wo is it, I Say ? 
| _ CAMILIA. 

1 my Cousin can't tell you, Sir, _ should 


1 


SIR SOLOMON. | So 
Grant me patience'!—I say what the devil 


| brought tifis queer figure here ? 


LYDIA. Es 
Oh, you mean the Layman. Lord, Sir, you 
know it is my mother's model ! | © 
SIR SOLOMON, 


No, Miss Pert. . mean this walking mocel 


here. 


? 


CAMILLA. n 

Oh, Sir, you mean that man ! 

Oo O47, S SOLOMON. 

Yes, Miss, I do mean that man. 
CAMILLA. 

That, Sir, is a Britich Tar—one who, where- 


ever he may be found, should meet with pro- ; 
tection, not with insult, 


3 


A comeDY, — 1 


lh _ 4 


_ 7 
* * 


* 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Very likely. But what brings him derer 


T 


LYDIA. 
Shame, shame, sir, whät a question 
| SIR SOLOMON. 
1 say, what brings him here? 
| \  CAMILIA. 
Shame, shame, Sir, what a question 
„ 7; SIR-SOLOMON. 


Gad, I think it a very reasonable question! 

I come on a sudden into my wife's private 

painting: room, and find a damn'd —_— 4 

young British Tar. alongside my niece, and 

daughter; 1 civilly ask his business, and tha 
answer is“ Shame, shame, Sir, what a ques 
tion 1 * i 


BOTH. 
Oh fie, Sir . 1 
{1-5 4 «EARL. ; 
"Sir; u tell you my business, if my young | 
Misses won't. As I was sailing down street yes- 
terday, I was hailed—not by these here sloops, 
but a stout first rate in short, the Madam of 
this house so 1 hauled my wind, tacked about, 
: and brought myself to anchor in the parlour, 
sR SOLOMON. | 
So—hail'd by my wife! This is better and 
| better! 
| ATALL, 
So says I, Mistress, 1 am not the man you 
take me for. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Very well said of you! Here's a proceeding 8 
Well, go on, friend | | 
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ATALL. 
Don't think, SA says I, tho I haye lost . . 


my timbers in the service, that I am reduced to | / 


that there state, that I will da a mean or discre- 
ditable thin g—for, \ your Honour, d' ye see, | be- 8 
gan to be a little cantancorous or so. „ i 
| SIR SOLOMON. dr 
[ Agitgted, 9 Go on, my friend, 800 on. 
e een ; 
Madam, 10 I, if you call'd me for— : 
. SIR SOLOMON. HAS | of 
Fot what AE I 
 ATALL. LN | 
"fy you call'd me, says 3 to give me dern 
yOu mistaken—my country has provided for 
me-—it has provided me a snug sylum at 
Greenwich—there poor Jack's hull is laid up 


* # 


in ordinary for the remainder of his voyage ; 


and I bless the nation for its bounty and its 
justice I say justice, for the birth I have, I've 
earn d and bled for, and never will I disgrace the 3 | 
name of a British Far by y taking | bounty without | | 
service; or, myself living in idleness, make | | 

ze mor.ey of the industry of others, and fat- 
ten on the labour of the poor! That, your Ho- 


nour, was the marum aboard our vessel— tis | 


as ney of us sea-faring folk ! 
SIR SOLOMON. | - 
And a damn'd good tancy too, Jock 1 wie | . 
it was the fancy with us land faring folk I be- 
lieve the state vessel wouldn't move the worse 


| for it. 


ATALL. 
Well—but it turned out J was on the wrong 


tack—that was not what she had to propose. 


7 
coup p Vr 2 0: 
SL oh 
Eta, 3 ä — ” r wo Bas TL. 2 5 — — - 6 2 


U SOLOMAMN. . 


What FR elze Jack, did r vpn ? 
1 speak lo. 


A ALI. es 


That I dt | 90 up wirs lata — private. | 


room. 
AR SOLOMON... 8 3} 
[ Agitated q into her private 1 and for 
what, waves Jack say for What? 
f ATALE, 


job) 
; 7 SIR SOLOMON, 
A charm Ng Job. og m ready to d expire — 
But whak was it? y 
(TO 


Pointing 10 the bien lache S wallo m hen bras 


Painting. ] To introduce me among that there: 
glorious company, d'ye see, and there I am, 
master; and damme, a sounden bit of oak isn't 
| eds em, if | hadn't lost T fin. 5 
Stk SOLOMON. + | 
Ob, is that all she wanted ha ba Ves, y yes, 
1 thought it was 0! And hark ee me, Jack, 
should any miscreant incendiary ever attempt 
to corrupt the native worth and honour of your 
character, 3 he be pelted from the shore, 
and then duck'd across the Channel! — This 1 is 
a monstrous honest 2 4 damn'd ho- 
nest . n 


B BOTH. 
We knew he was an . fellow, Sir. 
ATAEL, | 


Wes Ladies, Jack never did a a 8 
thing but once, and that was a struggle between 


Smagh. 5 wy homes, aut. n o a eee 
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1 


what you call that there bumanity and his duty. 


True, I was Captain of a gun on the glorious 


14th of February ; I did leave it to save a young 

fellow, tis true, that tumbled overboard—l ME. 
so — well, well, no matter 

| LYDIA. 

It was my Cousin, father, as I live! 

" CAMILLA. © | 

What an incident: 

Axl. 5 

Well, I sav'd, him, and when I return'd to 

my gun it was unshipt. In a crack, a ball struck 


— 


oy 


the breech, carried off my arm, kill'd a hen tur- 
key in the coop, snapp'd the wooden leg of Tom 


Cook, and shorten'd the bowsprit of a Black 


swabber. D Points to bis nose. ] It was a merry 
ball faith We have often laugh'd at it on 


board, master, hai ha! I never miss'd my arm, 
that I didn't laugh, to think of TO damn' Ws 


queer shot; ha! ha! 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Well, well, you have lost your arm in a glo. 
rious cause, and no friend to his country will 
ever deny atretching out another in your ser- 


vice. ' [ers money: 


ATALL. 
Avast! your Honour! I told you before, 


| ou was above all bounty but his country's. 


SIR SOLOMON. - N | 

Then give me your hand, however, you” rea 
good fellow, Jack—[ Atall has nearly given the 
wrong baud, Camilla prevents bim, Lydia and Ca- 


milla stiſte a laugh. ]—isn't he girls ? What do you 


laugh at? I say he's an honest simple soul, one 
may read it in his face. You have saved my 


cou fer £ 23 


© LATIN 


*— * * 


nephew, Jack ; and. whenever you have a fa 
vour to ask, you shall find old Solomon's heart 
as generous as your's is courageous. I must 
_ . see that Jack has a good dinner. 


|  - ATALL. 
And a can 0' grog,.master ? 
SIR SOLOMON. 
By all means —a monstrous honest fellow 
this indeed? LL EY HA ** 
CALA. 


So far we have sail'd before the wind! Ecod, 
you'd make an Incamparable actor Do, 80 
on the stage, will you? 

ATALL. 

It is love that has inspired me — Oh, tran- 
scendent maid !—let me prostrate myself at 
Your feet, and now or never escape from the 
_ tyranny of your parents. 

CAMILLA. - 

Do, Lydia, every thing is pack'd up and 
ready—rope-ladders certainly to be procured. 
. LADY SWALLOW, 


U Without.” When dinner is r. © call me 
down. | 


LYDIA. 
Hark! My Mother's voice, as I live! 
LADY SWALLOW. 
[Without] What! the drapery of the * 
Sailor is come, is it? Well, I shall just put on 
my painting. gown, and resume my pencil. 
* * "CAMILLA. 
Now indeed we shall be undone! Come, 


Captain, for Heav'n's sake replace the r, | 
or we shall be discovered! 
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ene, 
Quick. Mr. Atall, epitie the drapery or we 


are % 


ATALL. | | 
Oh, pos, © can replace the drapery, and I 
wish some one would replace me. 
C CAMHAIA, 
Dear 'tis. only to resume the chatucter in bY 


which my Aunt expects you. 


ATAITI. 
| [Changing dis dren; Lydia and Camilla avsist- 
ing bim ] True, but I cast my skin 86 e 1 
Shall never remember who I am. 5 : 
CAMILLA. 
. Thers—that will e himself ben. 
You have prevailed upon me to asbtiths the 


Fibers of an Italian, and confound me if know ] r 


a syllable of the language. 
of eee am I te do? 
eAxœfILI. A. 5 
Here 8 anothe? incident! But it Signifies little, 
Lydia; your Mother is equally ignorant; only 
admire the piQures, and whether in Hebrew, 
Greek, Latin, Welch, or Irish, it Ani no- 
— | 


5 eee Swart, in bes painting an. - 
© LADY SWALLOW. | 


wet, nen Four most GT bundle 
nt. af 


What in the name 


ct a. 
5 This, 75 is che Flore ahne Nob] TOY gie 


nor Gran Contrasto del Camera an an 


| amateur of the Arts, equally skill'd i in painting, 
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nd 


an c ——— 


y, and music. He is F. R. 8. of the Royal 5 


Society of London; M. D. P. of the College of 
Edinburgh; H. O. Z. of the University of Ja- 
maica, and An- piz- an of the Imperial Academy 
of the Cape of Good Hope. 
| LADY SWALLOW, 
Upon my word, a Dilletante of the first wa- 
ter | Signor Gran Contrasto, I am much flat- 


tered by this visit. My little exhibition must 


make a sad figure, I fear, on a comparison with 
the Florentine Gallery. 
ATALL. 
Madame, excusa- -meo—your's be von char- 
man Collectione! Very gran, Madame. The 


picture au display with tasto, and vestro own 


work au magnifico. 
LYDIA. 

My mother is employing her pencil, Signor, 
on an historical sketch of a late naval action, 
which, however foreign to your feelings, must 
be a grateful scene to every English spectator. 

ATALL. 

Oh, sublime — The lame sailor look alivo, 
and the composition would honour Michael 
Angelo: Oh! [in ecstacy | gran, gran, very 
grans but I cannot express 

LADY SWALLOW. 

Girls, you may leave the room. The Count, 
I see, is bashful. See after dinner—probably 
the Count will honour us with his company. 

LYDIA axp CAMILLA. 


CCurteying. * Good Signor! 


Tit Lyd. and Cam. 


D 
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LADY SWALLOW. | 

C Aside.} These foreign gentlemen, I have 
heard, usually begin making love at first sight. 

AT ALT. 

C Aside.] Zounds ! I wish I had lost my tongue 

before I ventur'd upon a compliment. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Chevalier, I see you are a man of sense and 
profound knowledge, and prefer, no doubt, the 
rational conversation of a woman of experience, 
who has cultivated her mind in the study of the 
arts and sciences, to the prattle of trifling girls 
but as to Sir Solomon 


ATALL: 
He is von dam Savages |!—[] Looking at ber. |— 
Che ff gura 
. LADY SWALLOW. 


Yes, Sir Solomon has not one idea of taste, 
or of the tender passion; but your countrymen, 


Signor Gran Contrasto, painting, music, and 


gallantry are their study. May I entreat, Sig- 
nor, a slight soft preludio—on my favourite 
instrument, I mean—with a canzonet, or a Ve- 
netian serenata, if your lordship pleases? 
„% Ro 
O voluntore—l will do my possible, but 


pauco pr actiso! very much out practice.— 


Never touched it in my life. UL Aide. ] 
[Plays on the barp. 
LADY SWALLOW. 
Charming! What a finger! What execution! 


Composed by Metastasio, I presume: 


ATALL. 
Si Signora! with a running bass by Tasso 
Ariosto. Wou'd you Ising ? 


A coM Ep T 27 


LADY SWALLOW. To 

I would indeed, Count. Sir Solomon never 
lets me go to the Italian Opera; so one hears 
nothing but on the vulgar English stage ; Jor- 
dan in Ophelia, or Jack Bannister in trowsers. 

| ATALL. 

Oh! horrid ! horrid — have heard that 
Jacko Bannestro—shockin 8 shocking indeed! J 
No gusto! no sosternuto! no 

Sings an Italian air. 
LADY SWALLOW. 
Enchanting ! ravishing |— 
ATALL. 
O, vous flatter! tis mere nothing 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Amiable modesty! captivating diffdence! 1 
confess that there is something so pleasing 
about you gentlemen of Italy, that I fear it 
would not be prudent in me to express the par- 
tiality 1 feel! You are like your climate, cheer- 
ful and unchanging. 

ATALL. 

So there's no retreat; and I must either make 
love, or be discovered to be no Connoisseur 
UL Kneels.] Oh, divine Madona Swallow! Thus let 
me confess it was not your Collection, but O! 
belle idol meo- your charmante and lovely —— 


Enter Sir SOLOMON. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
A very honest fellow, that Jack. Eh! 


what is this? . e What, making 
love to my wife! 
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Tax SWALLOW. 
Making love to your wife! How vulgar ! 


How can you, Sir Solomon, have such erovel- 
ling ideas? 


SIR SOLOMON. 

If this is not making love, damme if I know 
what 1 is. 

LADY SWALLOW. | 

See how you confuse the modest gentleman ! 

How can you expose yourself so, Sir Solomon? 

| SIR SOLOMON, 
This is damn'd diverting, truly! I never catch 


any modest gentleman alongside my wife, niece; 


or daughter, but the answer is“ Shame, 
shame, Sir Solomon! How tan you expose 


yourself so?“ ä 


LADY SWALLOW. 


I tell you he was only entreating me to in- 


troduce his portrait into my b Historical 
Picture. 


- SIR SOLOMON. 

I sce this grand Historical Picture is to ac- 
count for every thing. I say, Sir, what do you 
do here, and what have you to say to my wife? 

LADY SWALLOW. 

I say again, don't expose yourself, Sir Solo- 
1:0n-- the gentleman, who 'is one of the first 
Artists of the age, hearing of the fame of my 
Collection, came to see it, altho' he cannot 
reel a syllable of English. 

SIR SOLOMON. | 

Then how the devil, Madam, could he have 
asked you to thrust his ugly monkey phiz into 
your grand Historical Picture ? 

LADY SWALLOW. 

He made signs to that effect. 


000 


het tl. Ae. hd 


SIR SOLOMON. 
He did! Well, and he can make lone: by 


signs too, I warrant---or to that effect. I ask 


you, Sir, what the devil brought you here ?—— 
[Atall makes signs, and looks at the pictures. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

There! sus picious man! are you convinced 
'now ? You see he doesn't even comprehend a 
word you say. Do beg the gentleman's pardon, 
and ask him to dinner, 

SIR SOLOMON, 
To dinner! | 
LADY SWALLOW. 
Yes, do love. Come, oblige me! 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Well, I'Il ask him, but he must never stir out 
of my sight! Sir, will you do me the honour of 
dining with me on a family dinner? 


Atall seems surprised. 
LADY SWAILOW. 


Make signs! You forget he don't understand 
a syllable you utter. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

True, true---[ Makes signs of invitation to dinner 
—Atall makes $igns of assent.] Damn'd quick of 
apprehension, tho' about the dinner signal !- 
Lady S. is going: £ tall bows, and is following. 
Sir S. prevents bim. ] Not so fast; you and I will 
follow together. Lady Swallow, you will or- 
der dinner. The Connoisseur I know, wants to 
look at the pictures [ Makes signs to Atall to look 
at pictures. [Exit Lady S.] So, while there's no 
mischief going on, I I have t' other peep at this 
extraordinary paragraph. [Takes out a newspa- 
per.) * fancy for an old husband for Lydia 
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Mont be maintain'd, and if this won't do, no- 


thing will. [Reads, Atall listening. * The 
Wandering Jew is certainly at this moment in 
London. The existence of this wonderful man 
is well known throughout Europe; but what is 
most extraordinary is, that he predi&s the hour 
of his dissolution to be within a twelvemonth, 


and that the object of his journey to London is, 


to wed some British beauty, by whom he may 


leave an heir to his wealth and his longevity.“ 


So I'm bound to catch at this of course. * He 
lives in Old-street, in the City, and is accompa- 
nied by an aged servant, within a century or 
two as old as himself,” Well, this is the very 
thing: I will close with this venerable swain, 
and write a line to beg to see him without delay. 
Ha! my old friend Goes to the lay-figure,] Eh! 
tag The feathers are here, but the bird is 
gone. I see Jack has left his rigging here, but 
the hulk's afloat. Now! who have we here? 

. [ Hides behind the lay-man. 


Enter CAMILLA and MARALL, 
CAuILLA. | 
Indeed, Captain, they're not at dinner yet, 
and I declare I don't like this rope. ladder. 
ATALL. 
Hush! hush! 
CAMILLA. ' 


Do think of some newer incident ; you have 
no more invention than this block. 


Sir SOLOMON discover bimself 3 CAMILLA Screams. 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Rope- ladder and a Captain! 
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MARALL. 
pon my honour, Sir Solomon, this may have 
A very odd appearance, but Ill tell you the 
whole truth-- II tell you every * particu- 
larly. 


SIR SOLOMON. 

But I 11 hear nothing! and, above all, I don't 

want to know the truth 
MARALL. 

Nay, but ask my friend Atall---I mean this 
Italian gentleman. 

SIR SOLOMON. 

Oh, ho, I see how it is-—[Valks up to Atall.] 
Sir, you eat no dinner with me. Madam Ca- 
milla, you shall be lock'd up in your room; and 
you, Mr. Captain, didn't I forbid you my house 2 
Yes, I say, and here you are without my con- 
Sent. 

MARALL. 
Why, how the devil could I be here otherwise! 
CAMILLA. 
| Sweet, modest creature! How he is treated on 
my account! 
: ATALL. 
But, Signor Solomano : 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Here, Toby, John, William, Cook, Coach- 

man, Porter ! 


Enter Tos, with a blunderbuss, and Servants. 


Turn these masqueraders out of the house— 
turn them out directly, and lock all the doors. 
Come along, hussey---don't let 'em speak a word. 
Oh! impudent minx, with Fur Captains, and 
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your damn'd Gran Contrastos ! Turn them out, 
I say, and lock, bolt, and chain the street door 
fora week; answer nobody, and take my letters 
In at the window. 
[ Ezeunt Sir S. forcing Cam. one way : the Ser. 
vants forcing Mar. and Atall tbe other. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Chamber. Enter ATALL and MARALL. 


ATALL. : | 
After all, my dear friend, I dislike all this 
imposition The obligations your father con- 
ferr'd on Camilla's, may entitle you to retribu- 
tion from the family ; but in my case I cannot 
feel it to be an honourable way of atchieving 
either the hand, the heart, or the fortune of a 
deluded girl. ; 

MARALL. 

Hark'ee, Atall—1 know my countrymen are 
sometimes thought not to be over nice on this 
Subject, but you mistake us. By Heav'n, there 
isn't a canting fellow of you all would more 
scorn to abuse the confidence of a confiding 
father, or pass for other than J am, on the in- 
experience of an artless girl, than your friend; 
but here, tyrannical caprice would devote Youth 
and Beauty to the arms of Age and Avarice. 
I were a rogue not to forbid the banns, and of- 
fer the asylum of an honest fellow” 8 protection 
into the bargain. 

| VER 17 
But damn it, Captain, I think we shall fail. 


Pp 13 1 
a Bui W 
» een 

4 4.4 * 1 13 


#* 


TEE AT; ALL; %* 1 
I Zou unds! after you have en 
| your schemes, don't you always discover 1 
thing BY! some curst blunder or other? | 
" MARALE. i 71 mY 
O—but you'll see how cautious Pl Be en 
time, for this scheme is my favour ite. Ne asn't 
it I put the'paragr aph in the paper I know he 
reads Wasn't it I got the letter sent to him 
to hint that the Wandering Jew was come back 


again to England? So not a word moretdFcon- 


sideration, but to e n and LOVE and 


Fortune 1 55 us. T T 5 

7 ATALL. | 
Well, this one trial. thoug h we have little en- 
couragement from the success of our tricks Hi- ö 
therto. 


6 


i MARALL. Mw 
1 pe more honourable then will be our )e 
severance. Tis not in mortals to command 
success, but we'll do eee do without it. 
| Freun. 
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CaMiLLa's Aportment af Sir SoLowow' s, Chi | 
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discovered readi ng. 


| CAMILLA. | 
Reads. ] At this dread woa the Mole 


distorted face of nature, smote with convulsive-. 


sympathy, appear'd to sbare the horrors of the 
scene.“ Oh! how 1 admire this neu gloriogs. 
* 
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| — wile of I) T Biceding Nuns, 
flirting Friars, caves and daggers, ghosts on 
horseback, every thing that's delightfully 
alarming, and sublimelyunintelligible! Reads.” 
« Instantly I heard a heavy step advance, anc 
while my heart beat with n I felt a * | 


band seie my 


E nter Sir SoLoMOR. * CAMILLA geires un by the 
% Collar. * 
Hip! help! What the devil are 0 at 


C7 


Enter Torr. 1 TR 


I Shall lock you up in your chamber, Ms, or 
send you to Moorfields. You shall live on wa- 
ter · gruel for a month. Stay with her, Toby, 
until I go and fetch her Aunt: for my part, 
I'm afraid to approach ber—1 don't know what 


she may do me. | [Exit, 
Thx. 
Miss Camilla, you bean't Kh; be you? 
CAMILLA, 


No, Toby; I am not mad would toHeav'n 
1 were! 
Tov, 
' Heay'n forbid ! But mayn't I approach you, 
Miss ? You will not bite poor IT oby * ? You be 
really as sensible as I—be you, Miss? 


CAMILLA. 
Thereabouts, Toby! 74 
* | TOBY. . ; 


| Then here is a packet from the C aptain : he 
| _ it me not * an hour ago—Dop' t let me 


4 


# 


—— PO THAN $17 2 „ 4 


— * Me | dah, x”) 
- 


give: the wrong that 8 my © own sweetheart's— 


Drops the letters, and * them up it a burry 32 | 
: here, Ma' = -. 


155 CAMILLA. 5 * | 
N charm Toby ! Let! ie lee K. 
| „ dear 0 ar! Ker ie me See. Toa r it 5 | 
Toby. 5 wh 1 
| From'his own hands, as I'm an. hoges! man 
_ .__ CAMILLA. | | 


Oben the letter without looking at the SS J Now 
for all the swert enthusiasm of impatient passion! 
[ Kisses it, Reads.] As matters stand tween 
' us, few words are best least said, soonest mend · 
ed. Ion 1 thought 1 lik-d you once, but my 
mind's;chang'd, and kissing goes by favour. 
Hoping this won't make you. cantancorous or 
troublesome; I remain, notwithstandin g, your 8 
sincere well-wisher—you know who.” 8 
| heres an incident! Here's. trenchery and fickle: 
ness Very well, Captain, if I am not a match 
| for. 'you-——Toby, what did my U cle / * 
a * left de room? | 


Bk 


\ Foy. | 5 80 

That he als lock you ub and ctarys you 
on wabtr- Crue. | 
CAMILLA. 

No- but he shan' ere I we a 
zcheme in view—will you * mer 

r 

 Zartainly, Miss Camilla. 
* rA. 

Then steal softly up to my rbo „ bring 
down the parcel you will find on my table, and 
en me to Mrs. Bufont's, the miller. What 


* 
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Dm e gene en. „ 
3 


Was Pepe for a ace frolie Shall 'r now 


=— answer à better purpose: 
| | ; D 5 Toby. I 51 fl 5191} 6 
| ; 3 * bal „ nen 
hy 5 » bf þ 
j II be aveng'd at least. Spin Zara, in- 


spire me!—Yes, he shall find that ain et 


«Fog nas no curse like Tove to batreli ſurn'd, 


| | Nor Hell, a a fury NE 2 den scorn d. Sy 
i 18 #4 AVei 
ll | Enter Lvoua, meeting" OBY, who is gans. 
5 e TICK 
| rob, where is! my/Cot Cousin gone? * 
" pov at the other ef. 0 Lord! 1 0 Lora l 
-*: - DEN: 
What's the matter with the foot? 1 Say, 
where 8 my Cousin « Fs. ho N 
| Soup? - M801 1 29791 


40, 


11S. Gone to Mrs. 'Buffoon's, the milliner, Ma'am, 
where I shall be afraid to follow her. O Lord! 
O Lord! that I should be such a blockhead as 
to give her my sweethearts love letter instead 
of her own! 


„„ ants 
„„ „„ 
FX robv. „ inen 
To Miss Cams: and Nie, Miss, 18 the real 
letter she ought to have had. ? 
„ DS  ORTRS\ 
Let me gee—l shall open it, as I dare say it 
G relates to us both. iS: 
TOBY. 


* wy like. But I wish 1 bad da my ben 


1 Lebnby. uur 9 


* ner for though it it was dol 42 
and fats et te +3 11 ate say it relates e 
. ” q, | AO og am Pri 


5 7 E . * rd 4 F 4 ; 1 x 1 £F* A ; 7 119 . ry „ 
2 ES . 


js] < To Miss. Cnnilta.Devrek ves. 
S cst resource, my friend and I have 
nGxclieme in view, once more to ain 
access to u and the divine Lydia. My f end 
assumes the character of the Wandering Jew— 
fi Secretary. It will be a ph ci- 
events! Therefore be prepared 
1 receive those, whose Moes 0 0 epend 

_ Jr swiles and constancy.—Marall. 
s Mdeccd is presuming on my father's*cre- 

the utt6st!---But why y didn't" th 

ome 


e of the plan? T must play him 
his. want of confidence. ws . 
1 ma 04 tie 
ä 45 1 its [ 
ren 4 is % SIR meas Lan . h bing 
Ly d "4 my eld, I am glad I have found 
ue visitors coming choice ones: -:and 
both you and your Cousin to receive 
1 0. ee YI 0 
| pE oft He. LDA. 89190 
This my Father, is a cruel injunRion ; ; but 
am und to obey. But, Sir, to raise me in 
the eWWnation ot your friend, suffer me to have 
. awothg pon 1 to shew him chat 1 am not 
7 cm SOLOMON, 
Wy ht, not Signor Don Contrasto ? 
LYDIA. 

No rather, but one v hom 1 Treatly despise. 
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3 slk ;SOLOM 
3 55 can I FR, on 1 Here 
en going on * "i '® 
But remember, if you marry üg 
gent I can disinherit rb 1 2 

YDIA. ' 

i am sensible of it, Neb e e 

whim, and 1 80 my þ wnour 1 wil n | deceive 
you. 5 4 


| sik SOLOMON: Is 
Wel, L TY 1 bet think you 
fice Cu to such a coxcomb ! 
dia, take and keep this paper. 'Youl © it is ad- 
dressed both to you and to your ( Tat in: but 
give me your word you will not bre | the Seal 
till ! call on you to do it. * 
n 

Sir, you may rely on me. 2 1 TY 

SIR. SOLOMON. 1 

Jam sure I may, Lydia; you * gd 
L. how ou 


. sacri. 


4 Pere, Ly- 


and uncertain ry Camilla: tho' 13 
ad Uncle. * 


LYDIA. ; 3 1 2 
No, indeed, Sir; and as a proof my si 
cerity, I'll confess to you that Lord, * 
SIR SOLOMON. | 7 3 A 384 
Oh—hang him! I've no fear of dug 
for titles, where the first of all titles 
in ing, ai sense and at an — bert. 55 


1 


* / 
+? 
; 

13S 


r R w A EIS. 


SNR IH. _ 


The Picture Gallery. A full length Portrait of 


a Cardinal, Enter Lady SWALLOW, meeting 


Sir SOLOMON and LyDla. 


/ 


LADY SWALLOW. 

Oh, my love, I have been at Mr. Knockme- 
down's, the Auctioneer, and made such a pur- 
chase l two such pictures l -A Cardinal Rich. 
lieu by Guido, and Prince Eugene by Salvator 
Rosa 

Ly DIA. 

Originals, mother ? 

| LADY SWALLOW. 
Originals, I assure you. There is the Guido. 
Im surprised the other is not come. 
LYDIA. 
Many high bidders, Madam ? 
LADY SWALLOW, 

Oh, yes; two rich Jew Connoisseurs, three 
Army Clothiers, a Common Council-man, an 
immense Contractor, a noted Lady of Quality, 


an eminent Marquis, and a Dutch Ex-Burgo- 


nr., | 
SIR SOLOMON. 
All fudge! An counterfeits! All masquera- 
ders, as I'ma magistrate! The Lady of Fashion 
is the Auctioneer's hause-keeper, the Marquis 
keeps a public house in the next street, and the 
rich Ex-Burgomaster is paid two »hillings a 
day for puiting the goods. 


ND 


LADY SWALLOW. 
| Ridiculous! I say the pictures are Originals |! 
and what do you think I gave for them ? 
_ LYDIA. 

A thousand guineas at least, mother. 
5— . 8 
o four hundred, upon my honour. Mg] 

A 
What a fortunate purchase! 
MO SIR SOLOMON. . 
1 say tis dess id a damn'd mi e pur« 
0 for _ who am to pay for them. 


e 


411. 1 TY 1 LYDIA, 4 
But how fee the Connoisseurs ufer thing 
to go so cheap 7 14 


LADY SWALLOW. 
I will tell you. The fact is, Isaid at the out- 

set I would bid one hundred each, and not; a 
sbilling more; but the Jeus and the Marquis 
run them up to 389 J. Four hundred, says I, 
and pon my honour. I shall not bid a six pence 
more. Then 1 will, said the Burgomaster. 
But gust at this juncture, as fortune would have 

it, one of the 5 gentlemen Was luckily Im, 
pertinent, to. the Lady of Quatity. The Mar- 
quis instantly tweaked the fellow by the nose: 
the Countess scream'd: The other Jew knocked 
down the Marquis, and then, while they were. 
employed in knocking” each other down, the 
Auctioneer, merely to punish them all for their 
ill manners, knock d down the two pictures to 
me. This, he assured at rr Yau wa 
only motive. 44 n 
Ds LYDIA: Ne eons | 

He serv'd them very right indeed! 


i} 


—— 2 ü2l.ꝛ2 — — ,,,, §—— . , 


A A COMEDY. — - 41 


LADY SWALLOW. 


Oh! no one can blame the Auctioneer! But 
here comes my other treasure ! 


Enter a Porter with a full length of Prince Bur 
3 gene, which be places to range with the rest. 
„„ PORTER. | 


Prince Eugene, please you, my Lady---bope 
your Ladyship will consider the care I've taken 
in bringing his Hichners. And here's a bill for 
400 _ [ Presents it to Sir Solomon: 

SIR SOLOMON. ; 
out, fellow ! [Seizes the Porter, whose wig falls 
=. cf, and discovers a powder'd bead. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Screams, and falls into Lydia's arms.] The 

Ex. Burgomaster, as I oye to be saved! 
[The Porter runs out. 
SIR SOLOMON, 
- — Mos villainy! And here's taste! But pray, 
my dear, have you paid any deposit? 
* h LADY SWALLOW. 

I referred them to you, my dear. 

SIR SOLOMON. BE 

Then all's safe. I'll trounce the Auctioneer, 
and make him take back the pictures, 

LADY SWALLOW. 


| To be exhibited as monuments of my shame! 

—no! Perish the pictures! [Takes our a lulſe, 
and cuts out the beads of the owe 
SR SOLOMON. 

Holloa! What the devil are you about ? 
What have you done? So, here's a pretty job 
Now I must pay for this imposition, and lose 

four hundred pounds! 
; 0 552 3 


—— >. Fs —ñ—b— 
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| LADY SWALLOW. © 

That's true indeed, my dear! But who, ag 
Macheath says, can be, &c. &c. However, don't 
fret, love: trust to my skill. II patch the heads 


in again, and the art of my FR shall conceal 
the flaw, 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Ay, do, my Lady, for Heav'n's dale! and 


then I'll send 'em back to Mr. Knockmedown's, 


and clap Mr. Leech, my lawyer, on his shoul- 
ders. 


LADY SWALLOW. 


Sir Solomon, trounce the Auctioneer, or I 
renounce the Ar ts for ever. 


SIR SOLOMON, 


Was I sure of that, damme, but I'd pay Mr. 
Knock medown for Prince Eugene at least. 


| Ezeunt, 


SCENE IV. EE 4 


An Apartment in Sir Solomon's House. Enter 


Tosy, sbewing in ATALL and MARALL, dis. 
guised as very old Jews. 


TOBY, 


Gentlemen, Master expected you most zar- 
tainly! He is on the stairs coming to wait on 
you: he'll be woundedly glad to see you, What 
would our maids give for a sight of two such 
sgweethearts! » [ Aside, and exit. 


Enter Sir SoLoMON. ATALL and Manat in close 


conversation. 
ATALL: 5; 


Five hundred tousand crowns in Naples, 


11 .-. 4 


I. : * 


von hundred tousand in Mecca, two millions 
of piasters Banco Vienna, and thirteen hundred 
ingots of bullion, with my private Broker at 
Jerusalem. 
MAR ALI. 
Right, master; the memorandum is lock d 
up with your shaving --hem---in your portman- 


teau 
ATALL. 


very well, very well. e.! Confound 
the shaving case! 

n SIR SOLOMON. 

Aide. J What treasure! And all true, all 
gospel, no doubt. 

AT ALI. 
The jewels, you say, Juba, are all safe? 
MARALL. 

All safe. --only one of the stones is a | little 
loosened in the necklace which Cleopatra 
Err Bar with you the last time you Justified bail 
or Mark Anthony! 

” ATALL, 

Dick, Dick, gently !—Juba, I ask thaw; ques- 

tions, because, rich as I am, and long as 1 have 


liv'd, I feel my end is near. Juba, you have 


long known my resolution : Worth and Beauty 
shall inherit and disperse my wealth, and there- 
fore have I travell'd to Lise. a Wife must 
be my Heir. | 


\ 


MARALL. 


O, master! Your loss will break poor Juba' 3 


heart ! When you are gone a very few centuries 
inn end me. of 
„ 
Kind Juba! But I long to see the worthy 
Father of this amiable—— 


* ” ” 
— 
r r r eee Sr 
——— oy : 3 8 N ⁵ m. rec 2 
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MARALL. 
Naster, he's here. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Mr. Mathuzalem, I am glad to see you under 
my roof---Mr. Noah, the same! Gentlemen, 


pray be seated ;---I hope we shall soon be on a 
family footing, without ceremony. 
ATALL. 

I hope | to be so too, from my heart !---Sir So- 
ben, you remind me of a gentleman with 
whom I was once very intimate. 

Ry SIR SOLOMON. 
"add pray, Sir, when might that be ? 
ATALL. 

It was during the siege of Troy. He vash 
very good man. You have read of the siege of 
18. tho' you don't remember it? 

SIR SOLOMON, 

I remember the siege of Valenceens, and sup- 

pose one siege is like another: 80 that's all the 


same, you know. Pray, Sir, how long is it since 


10g. have been in London ? 
ATALL. 
How long? W 
MARALL. 
Sir, the first dinner my Master ever ent i in 


this famous City of London, was at an enter- 


tainment given by Julius Cæsar to the Lord 
Mayor and Corporation, on laying the corner 
stone of the Tower. 


ATALL. 


Sho it wash, Juba---very true, very true — a 


Gently, f for Heaven's sake 
2 MARALL. | 
Let me e alone l.-Tes, and I remember you 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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found fault with the wine; 01 which Julius 


sent up for Bladen, and swore, that partial as 
he was to the London Tavern, if ever he serv'd 
him so again, his next dinner should be with 


| AN at the Crown and Anchor. 


ATALL. 


Zounds, Dick! Vou must do this on purpose 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Pretty well that last! 


Enter Lady SWALLOW. 


Oh, my dear, this is the old, ancient, venerable 
gentieman whom I told you of : he has been all 
about the world ever since the beginning of it, 
and an old admirer of the Arts before they ex- 
isted. 
„„ JAWEF SWALLOW. | 
Then, Sir, doubtless you have been in Italy, 
and have seen perhaps the great antique Artists. 
Eb - ATALL. | 
Oh yesh, I wash the intimate of little Paul 
Rubens, and dined at least once a week for two 
years with Michael Angelo. Yesh, yesh---poor 
Michael -I recolle& at Venice once I lent 
him two guineash, which he never paid me, 
MARALL. 


Twas ten, master---ten, upon my honour--« 
I carried thews to him, and I remember I took 


his receipt by mistake upon a twopenny np. 


, _ ATALL. 
Damn your stamp! 
LADY SWALLOW, 


Sir, if it was ten times the sum ! would pay 
you, Ne than have the e of that 


ü „ 
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a man disturbed!--.You have ; traveled 
much, Sir? 5 
203 ATALL. 
Yesh, Madam, very much. I superintended 


the building of the Temple of Jupiter Olym- - 


pus ; I was particularly intimate with Parrechus, 
Zeuxish, and Timantheus, the first discoverers 
of the magic powers of the pencil. I have or- 
der'd some of their drawings, en to be add- 
ed to your Collection. 


LADY SWALLOW. 


Sir, I thank you: this indeed is something 


like an alliance !---You have been in Rome, Sir? 
ATALL. 
In old Rome. 5 
; LADY SWALLOW. 

Pray, Sir, may I take the freedom of asking. 
is the story of Romulus being suckled by a she 
wolf all a fable ? 

ATALL. 
_ Figurative, figurative, Madam. The mother 
was a vixen, that's the truth of it, and got the 
name of a she wolf accordingly. Juba, you re- 
member how she treated me in the nursery, 
when we were playing with the twins? | 
EN MARALL. 

Yes, I remember she threw a bason of tea at 
your head for saying you thought Remus the 
prettier wor of the two. 

| ATALL. | 
A bacon of tea in old Rome !. Dick! Dick! 
 MARALL. | 
Oh---I'll set it right !---Tea did I say no --1 
meant a cup of caudle ; for by the same token 
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we were asked to the Christening of t the dear 
little boys, and you were to be 3 to 


Romul us. 


ATALL. 
Oh ! worse and worse---Jews at a Christening, 
and the infant a Pagan! 
; | SIR SOLOMON. 
You have been in Ireland, Mr. Juba? 
MARALL. 
Oh! never, rever !---[ Aside.] How the devil 
could he find that out now ? 
SIR SOLOMON. 
+ Fon seem to have a smack of the dialect. 
MARALL, 

Yes, that may be natural enough, for I hap- 
pen'd to travel thro' Egypt with St. Patrick, 
long before he visited Ireland, and it's like 
enough I would catch a slight smack of the 
brogue. 


Enter 4 Servant, who whispers Lady SWALLOW : 
she sends him off. 
LADY SWALLOW. 

Sir Solomon, will you persuade these vene- 
rable gentlemen to condescend to look at my 
Collection. [ ExeuntSir S. conducting Mar. and At.] 
So! another application to see my Gallery, and 
a Captain too! 


Enter CAMILLA, in regimentals. 
| CANILLA.* 2 
Singing] © A soldier I am for the ladies!” 
Madam, havin g heard of your valuable Collec- 
tion of an I have taken the liberty, with 
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your permission, to request a eight of your ad- 
mirable Gallery. 


LADY SWALLOW. 


Sir, I shall feel most happy in obliging a 
young gentleman of your appearance. A 
mighty pretty fellow, upon my word! Here . 
would be a Cicisbeo! He exceeds the Count = 
even as a Claude a Polygraphic. Aside.] Sir, Y | 
you. are most welcome. But yet I hope your ) 
object i is really my Collection. No personal de- 
sign, I trust, on——excuse my blushes! 

CAMILLA. 

So! well done, Aunt! If I don't take care, 
here will be a disappointment. But I hear a 
rescue at hand, so the assault is safe. [ Aside.] 
Oh! most accomplished of your sex, thus urg'd, . 
1 must frankly confess, that your charms 

alone— 


Enter Sir SOLOMON. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
Well, I have left the old gentlemen..--* Shame; 


FIC: ; | 1 


chame. Sir Solomon, how can you ex pose your- \ 


self $0 ?” | 
LADY SWALLOW. ; 
| Pretend to go---but follow me to the paint- ; 
ing- room, [ Aside to Cam. and exit, | 
CAMILLA. | | 
Hah! Sir Solomon, my good fellow, you 3 
know who I am, don't you? 


SIR SOLOMON. f | * 


No, I don't, upon my soul, Sir. 
CAMILLA. 


Nor arn't you inform'd what has brought me 
here? 


! 
v 
2 
4 8 
; 
* 
* 


8 
Wc _ 
- . 
— >. 
W * 
7 . =; 


VVV 3 e 
Not in the 1 poet tho? I think l have 
a e to giye a pretty good guess. | 
CAMILLA. 
Sir Solomon, am the best friend you have 


in the world: Iam come to tell you a secret. 
Harkee me---you are undone ! 


SIR SOLOMON, 7 
Damn- d friendly intelligence, I admit! 
CAILLA. 
At this very moment you are the dupe of a 
plot. 
. SIR SOLOMON. . 
A plot 
CAMILLA, 


of a most wicked and audacious | plot, noy 
carrying on before your face. | | 


SIR SOLOMON. 
A plot before my face! 


| CAMILLA. 
In one word, the two old 933 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Hey! 
p CAMILLA. 


55 are no other than Atall and his friend Mas 
rs. 


SIR SOLOMON. 
g woe. very good! And pray, Sir, who are 
ou 
CAMILLA, 


| FE honest, conscientious gentleman, who 
scorns disguise, and doats on truth. 


SIR SOLOMON. | 
A thousand thanks !--.I'llclear my house this 
20 
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instant! wm have em toss'd in a blanket---1/11 

shoot em- I'll have em sous'd in the Thames ! 

Lydia, Lydia, where are you, Lydia? Toby ! 

don't let these two old, these two damn'd young 

rascals, I mean, out of doors: Il rid the house 

of them myself? [Exit. 
be ; - CAMILLA. 5 


So, now I think I am reveng'd of my fickle 
Swain---*I own I thought I lik'd you once, but 


my mind's chang'd”-- insolent But what's here? 


Noise. steps aside. 


Ener ATALL, MARALL, and T opy. 
TOBY. , 


Les, zartainly you must get off as fast as you 
can, tho I vow it was'nt I betray'd you: no, 


there stands the man has told Sir Solomon the 


whole. 
ATALL. 
' Damnation ! He shall answer for it. 
MARALI. 
That he shall, indeed! | 
ATALL. 


Sir, your officious impertinence has with 
drawn our disguises. On what pretence have 
you presumed to interfere in our pursuits ? 
f MARALL. 


Ay, Sir; why have you dar'd to meddle i in 
our affairs ? 
CAMILLA. 
Mark me, gentlemen ! If you are what you 


appear to be, you area couple of old dotards ; 


and, if you are in masquerade, you are impos- 


tors, and beneath my resentment! © Why have 


* 


3 . KP 3 PF @& 
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I presum'd to interferes” My motive is my 
love for Camilla. | 
MARALL. 


Your love for Camilla! Dare you affect to 


lere her as I do? 


CAMILLA. 
Yes! « You lov'd her once, but you chang'd 


your mind. I 


ToBv. 
Dear! dear! my stupid blunder! 
| MARALL. 
Chang'd | never for a moment! and with my 


life I'll assert my truth! 


| CAMILLA. | 
How's this? I see by Toby's face there has 
been some mistake! [As ide. 
MARALL. i 


Come, Sir, no trifling---I can contain no 
ger | 
__ CAMILIA. 
Nor! either! Ha! ha! ha [ Takes off ber hat. 
ATALL. | 
What's all this? Camilla! Oh! vluadering 


Marall! 


SIR SOLOMON. 
hs ] Is the door double lock'd or barr'd? 
[Toby runs out, 
MARALII. | 
A thousand pardons, my dear Camilla, but 
how | 


CAMILLA. 
Hush! there is no time for ex plaliations. — 
Retire to the painting. room, from whence I 
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will contrive to get my Aunt: there hide your- 
selves till I come to relieve you. 


[Exeunt overall 


SIR SOLOMON. 


Wi thout.] 1 say, bring a N — give me 


| my pistols, 


r ccc 7 1 
9 


2 8 - FC LO "I ho. . 


r 
—— 


_SCENE PF 


The Picture Gallery, a little dark. Enter Lady 
SWALLOW, with à candle, and CAMILLA, | 


| LADY SWALLOW. 
No, indeed, Captain: Til take no excuse 


even by candle. light, I will have your opinion 


of some of them. 
CAMILLA. 

Pray, my Lady, another time; I promised 
to return to Sir Solomon. He'll be coming here 
to look for me. How shall | get her away ? 

{ Aide. 
LADY SWALLOW. | 

Sir Solomon dares not approach my sanc- 
tuary, without leave first had and obtain'd. 

| SIR SOLOMON. 

(Without. ] Toby, Toby, I say! 

VIDE £7 LADY SWALLOW. 


Heav'ns, 'tis Sir Solomon, the most jealous 
man on carth | 


CAMILLA. 
PII go to him! I'ilstop him! 
LADY SWALLOW. 


Oh, Captain! By all the tender passions, do 
not desert mie even for a moment. -v ou shall 


"> 


— 
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not go- hs will only look i in and depart! Quick 


let us retire behind this Classic screen Puts 
a candle on | the table. | | 


caMILLa. | 
have no alternative! [' Aside. They retire be. 


bind tbe Historical Picture. 


Enter ArALL and MARALL. 
AT ALT. 


So, here is to be our hiding place 
n TORT, 
[Witbout.] They are both charg'd, Sir. 
MARALL. 
By Jove they are coming this way---quick !--- 
[Going behind the Ficture. 
- ATALL, 
Why, this post is taken already ! 
MARALL. | 
Well, we ha nothing for it but a desperate 
attempt! ¶ Pointing to the pictures Without beads, 
and taking the loose ones aside. 
- ATALL. 
I understand you. ¶ Ibey place their beads in the 
boles. ]. But promise me now not to begin 


speaking, in order to make the picture more 


natural. 
SIR SOLOMON. 


Mitbout.] Jam sure they are this way. No 


ceremony on such an occasion. 


Enter Sir S0LOMON and Topy, with pistols. 


No, the birds are flown. My Lady, however, 
has been at work I see, and mended the pic- 
tures. 4001. for such daubs as those! The 
drapery, indeed, is well enough; but the faces 
miserable. Well, Toby, let's go tothe next 
Justice and get a warrant. 
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Dear Master- we had better not meddle with 
them: they are dreadful fighting fellows both 


of TIO 


SIR SOLOMON, | 
Fight, will they? Well, I am as good a shot 
as the best of them, and I'll practise too. L 
Loaded only with powder! La. 
TOBY, 
Mercy ! Don't make a hole in my Lady" 8 
pictures 
SIR SOLOMON. 
What are the odds I don't hit ute Eu- 
gene 's left eye? [ Fires. The women scream, and 
the pictures are thrown down. 


Enter LyDla. 


Upon my credit, as choice a group of living 


portraits as my eyes ever beheld ! 
 CAMILLA. 

Dear Uncle, forgive us: consider the tender 
passions! 

LADY SWALLOW. 

My niece! How am I exposed? I shall be 
ashamed ever to shew my face in a Picture 
Gallery more 

ATALL. 5 

Sir Solomon, we must throw ourselves on 
your generosity: I am really ashamed of hav- 
ing attempted so often to impose on your ere- 
dulity. 

LYDIA. 
Dear Sir, let me intercede ! 
SIR SOLOMON. 
Then, my girls, read your sentence in that 
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paper which I gave you, and you "will find that 
25 as resentful as credulous. 


LYDIA, 


Reads. « Justice and gratitude point out 
young Marall as the proper husband for Ca. 
milla, This is my wish. But to prevail over 
the romance of her temper, I must appear to 
oppose her inclinations. My daughter Lydia 
shall choose for herself, without reserve.“ 

CAMILLA. 

Here's an incident! 

LYDIA. | 

Hove father, our future conduct shall shew 
our gratitude. 

ATALL. 


Join Us, I beseech you, in that promise. 
SIR SOLOMON. 

Well, my Lady, all must be forgiven ; and 
there is room for the old to reform as well as the 
young. And when you next take up your pen- 
cil, my Lady, give us only a sketch of this scene, 
and if it affords amusement to our best friends, 
our gratitude will be without disguise. 


[Exeunt omnes. 
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